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Help! ! ! 

I'm  trapped  on  a planet 
with  Billions  of  nuts 
and  they  all  have  weapons 
to  blow  out  my  guts 


Micheal  Faloof 


The  Gladiator 


The  dying  echo 

of  sword  striking  sword 

and  silence  fell  over  the  throng 

all  eyes  focus  on  a prostrate  gladiator 

with  arms 

outstretched 

and  blade  to  his  heart. 

The  victor  raised  his  shield  to  the  crowd, 
that  they  might  know 
his  sism  well, 

and  selected  a fair  young  maiden, 
a flower  amid  thorns, 
to  decide,,, 

with  light  and  gay  laughter 

she  cast  her  thumb 

downward , 

the  crowd 

cheered 

the  victor 

wept 

and  the  gladiator 
prayed 

for  them  all 


Micheal  Maloof 
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Poems 


If  you  can,  remember 
grasses  wet  with  moon 
and  your  eyes  so  trembled , 
quiet  now. 

The  wind  tears  at  the  robe  of  trees 
but  cannot  do  what  a kiss  has  done.. 


Bar  Maid 

Spanish  boots 
Leviathan  thighs 
Perched  on  one  buttock 
Gleaming  sighs 
Her  eyes  spilling  anguish 
Into  a glass 
Sour  and  empty 
Of  warming  regret 


Death  grew  in  this  room 

Covered  discreetly  by  a sheet 

That  did  not  hinder  its  perfume  escaoing 

Seeping  gradually  into  the  painted  flowers 

On  the  walls 


A Drowning 


Above 
Dead  moon 
Bloated  white 
Below 
Dead  man 
Washed  in  night 


Acrobats  pretend  to  die 
and  sometimes  do. 

Lets  wait. 


Jim  Byrnes 
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Consider, 

each  night  I wait 
for  her  dull  breathing 
to  subside 

becoming  a crackling  murmer 
mocking 

with  supine  stare 
day  to  day 

each  day  mocking  day. 

She  is  like  a sausage 
swelling  full  of  days. 

Each  day  of  mine 
pounded 

ground  into  a delicate 
screaming  thread. 

And  I lie  still 

watching  this  vulture  membrane 
on  which  is  painted  a face. 
Eyes,  lips,  hair,  a face. 

A likeness  of  someone 
that  could  be  scraped  clean 
in  the  pantry  sink 
bits  of  color 

falling  into  a greasy  swirl 

of  water 

slowly  drowning 

with  the  pieces 

of  undigested  food. 

And  I lie  still 

hearing  at  the  window 
a scuttling  whisper, 
consider. 

Feeling  my  fist  tight. 

And  I lie  still 

wondering  that  from  rooms  below 
voices  prompt, 
consid  er . 

Fist  white  to  rupture  skin. 

And  I lie  still 

listening  as  I consider. 

Skin  bursts  a rapture  of  blood 
warming  the  cool  sheets 
soaking  and  warming 
the  cool  sheets. 

And  I lie  still 

till  the  sheets  are  cold  again 
till  the  thin  gruel  of  morning 
stirs  into  the  paste  of  day. 


Jim  Byrnes 
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Spring  Lovers 


It  was  a perfect  day 
for  planting  seed 
and  the  two 
scattered  themselves 
into  each  other 
heaving  against 
the  slightest 
of  spring  flowers 
pale  stalks 
crushed  green 
to  stain 
white  skin 
dulled  to  feel 
nothing 

but  each  other. 


Jim  Byrnes 
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Spring  Dirge 


Comes  this  spring 

to  clutter  a dark  earth 

with  life  trembling  softly 

forgetting  its  strange 

entombment  to  dance 

with  the  life-chant  of  the  sun. 

Again  I come  to  stay 

with  those  I came  from 

who  do  not  dread  the  weight 

of  dated  stones  or  recoil 

from  timeless  suffocation 

hidden  as  they  are 

from  this  seeding  Spring 

Listen  to  this  Spring! 

Warmer,  greener,  sweeter  to  smell 
than  all  the  Springs 
of  my  child  hood . 

But  you  cannot  remember. 

Rushing  to  waste  itself 
the  wind  hurtles  warm 
over  me  carrying  flavors 
born  in  some  distant  place 
now  carrying  mine  to  join. 

What  flavor  do  you  taste 
with  silent  bone? 

Would  you  be  different  now? 

I can't  remember. 

I am  older 

than  this  young  one  now, 

And  I forget. 


Jim  Byrnes 
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The  minstrel  man 


dusty  old  clown 
gentle  pappy 

struts  on  shivered  thin  legs 

around  the  bar 

in  his  balloon  pants 

am  effigy  of  entertainment 

amusing 

no  one 

as  fluorescent  rainbows 
flash 
on  glass 
amd  skin 

he  mimics  front-row  disregard 

melting  face  and  body 

behind  dark  backs 

then  great  yellow  teeth 

fuss  and  click 

yawn  accepting 

yawn 

fussily  clicking 
great  yellow  teeth 
yawn  in  reds  and  greens 
he  drinks  his  pale  beer 
then  remembering  hands 
cluttering 
amd  produce 

his  original  burlesque  bones 
he  plays 

with  1923  rhythm 
ticking  time 
against  the  cascade 
of  machine  music 

smiling  his  original  stage  smile 
eyes  not  listening 

Later  he  returns  to  the  room 
amd  from  his  pillow 
hums  quietly  to  photographs 
he  dare  not  remove  from  the  walls. 


Jim  Byrnes 
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DUCK  HUNTER 


duck 

flies  over  blue 
water 

lake 


metallic  glint 
from 

grim  raised 

barrel 


3 shots 

great  leaden  air 
bursts 
of  death 

missed 


Bob  Schaefer 


GEESE 


the  geese 

of  Lake  Kenoza 
never  associate 
with  the  £ulls 

until 

rainy  mornings 

erasping  feathers 
huddle  together 
on  the  sand  bar 


Bob  Schaefer 
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the  bam 

on  Thomas  Szats 

land 

has  stood 
for 

seventy  years 

men  walked 
into 

the  bam 

carrying 
tin  pails 
and 

wooden  stools 

the  wood 
is  pine 
and 

years  ago 
soft 

had  sweet 
sap 

flowing 

from 

its  pores 

tin  pails 
and 

wooden  stools 
on  sale 

in  flea  markets 
of  New  Hampshire 

sunny  afternoons 

pine  wood  is 
dry 

and  grey 
shrunken 
brittle  from 
sun  wind 
and  rain 

and  time 

spaces  between 
boards 

sunlight  passing 
falls 
on  rusty 
farm  machines 


Bob  Schaefer 
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Passaconaway 

"The  Child  of  the  Bear" 

welcomed  the  English 

with  open  hands 


Passaconaway 
chief  Sagamore 
of  the 

Pawtuckets 

Penacooks 

Wamesits 

Nashuas 

Souhegan 

Namoskeages 

Winepesaukees 

Ossipees 

Pemmgwas setts 

Coosukes 

Pequakes 

Sacos 

Piscatques 

Newichewannocks 

Agawams 

Wauchusetts 

Massachusetts 


Passaconaway 

called  by  the  white  men 

"last  chief  of  the  stone  age" 


November  15,  1644 

Passaquo  and  Sagga  Hen 
with  the  permission  of  Passaconaway 
sold  much  of  what  is  now  Haverhill 
to  six  English 

for  three  pounds  and  ten  shillings 
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Passaconaway  signed  a treaty 
with  the  English  in  1644 


Passaconaway,  Nahanan  coiranock  did  voluntarille  submit 
themselves  to  us  as  appareth  by  their  covenant  sub- 
scribed by  their  own  hands  heire  following  & other 
articles  to  wch  they  consented.  We  have  & doe  by  theise 
presents  voluntarily  & without  any  constraint  or  per- 
suasion but  of  our  own  free  motion  put  ourselves  our 
subjects  lands  and  estates  under  the  government  and 
protected  by  them  according  to  their  just  laws  and  order 
so  far  as  we  shall  be  made  capable  of  understanding  them. 


Passaconaway 

pauper 


stranger 

in  the  land 

of  his  fathers 


Passaconaway  conferred  the  office 
of  Sachem  on  his  son  Wannalancit 


"I  am  now  going  the  way  of  all  flesh. 

I am  ready  to  die  and  not  likely  to  see  you  meet 
together  any  more. 

I will  now  leave  this  word  of  counsel  with  you. 

Take  heed  how  you  quarrel  with  the  English. 

Hearken  to  the  last  words  of  your  father  and  friend. 
The  white  men  are  the  sons  of  the  morning. 

The  Great  Spirit  is  their  father. 

He  shines  bright  about  them. 

Sure  as  you  light  the  fires  the  breath  of  Heaven 
will  turn  the  breath  against  you  and  destroy  you. 
Remember  it  and  live." 
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Spring  1659 

and  all  the  wilderness 

north  of  the  Merrimack  river 

belonged  to  Passaconaway  and  his  tribes 

but  the  English  meant  to  take  it 


Passaconaway  spoke  to  his  nation 
at  the  Pawtucket  falls 


Hearken  to  the  words 

of  your  father 


I am  an  old  oak 

that  has  withstood  the  storms 

of  more  than  a hundred  winters 

leaves  and  branches 

have  been  stripped  from  me 

by  the  winds  and  frosts 


my  eyes  are  dim — 
my  limbs  totter — 
I must  soon  fall! 


But  when  a young  man 

and  sturdy 

when  my  bow — 

no  young  man  of  the  Pawtuckets  could  pull  it! 

When  my  arrows  would  pierce  a deer 

at  a hundred  yards 

And  I could  bury  my  hatchet  in  a sapling 

to  theeyes 


No  weekwam  had  so  many  furs — 

No  pole  so  many  scalp  locks  as  Passaconaway ' s — 
Then  I delighted  in  war 
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The  whoop 

of  the  Pawtuckets 

was  heard 

when  the  Mohawks  came 

and  no  voice  so  loud  as  Passaconaway 1 s 

The  scalps 
upon  my  pole 
told  the  story 
of  Mohawk  suffering 


The  English  came,  they  seized  our  lands 
I set  me  down  at  Pawtucket 


They  fought 

with  fire  and  thunder 

my  young  men 

swept  down  before  me 

when  no  one  was  near  them 

I tried  sorcery  against  them 
but  still  they  increased 
and  prevailed 
over  me  and  mine 


I that  can  make 
the  dry  leaf 
turn  green  again 

I who  have  had 
communion 

with  the  Great  Spirit 

I am  powerless  before  the  Pale  Faces 
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The  oak 

will  soon  break 
befo: e the  whirlwind 

It  shivers  and  shakes  even  now 

Soon 

its  truck 

will  be  prostrate 

the  ant 

and  the  worm 

will  sport  upon  it 


Then  think  my  children  of  what  I say 


I commune  with  the  Great  Spirit 
He  whispers  to  me  now 


Tell  your  people  Peace 

Peace  is  the  only  hope  of  your  race 

I have  given  fire  and  thunder 

to  the  pale  faces  for  weapons 

I have  made  them  plentier 
then  the  leaves  of  the  forest 

and  still  shall  they  increase 


these  forests 
shall  fall 
by  the  axe 

these  meadows 
shall  they  turn 
with  the  plow 
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the  pale  faces  shall  live 
upon  your  hunting  grounds 
and  make  their  villages 
upon  your  fishing  places 


The  Great  Spirit  says  this 
--and  it  must  be  so 

We  are  few  and  powerless  before  them 
We  must  bend  before  the  storm 


the  wind  blows  hard 
the  old  oak  trembles 
its  branches  are  gone 

its  sap  is  frozen 
it  bends — 
it  falls-- 


Peace,  Peace  with  the  white  man 
It  is  the  command  of  the  Great  Spirit 


and  the  wish — 

the  last  wish  of  Passaconaway 


Bob  Schaefer 
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darkest  Africa 
cafes 

silver  cigarette  smoke, 
whiskey 

and  a golden  gleaming 
horn 

spouting  bitter  bright 
colored  poison  darts, 
aimed  and  fired 
by  the  voodoo  man 
(dark  glasses  kept  his 
red  eyes  above  suspicion) 
dripping  wet 

sweating  blue  and  nervous. 
JAZZMAN, 
black  music  man 
blast  stretch  and  carve 
at  white  minds  music  - 
log  drums  and  sticks 
are  rythym 
section, 
while  you  play 
alone. 


Patrick  Cronin 
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a fat  jewboy 
came  in 

sporting  a tie, 
he  couldn't  wait 
to  fry 
for  some 

rabbit  - bastard  catholic 


while  various 
denominations  of 
protestants 
sit 

sprinkling  their  foreheads 
waiting 

for  the  resurrection 
of 

Christ  - knows  - what 
(Martin  Luther  maybe.) 


Patrick  Cronin 


"Springtime  Stimulus" 


Warm  wind  blowing 

westerly 

unimpeded  through  the  minute  windows  of  screen 
What  urged  you  to  enter  my  world 
carrying  with  you  bells 
ringing  from  somewhere  afar  but  amended 
with  each  breeze  to  form  a minstrel's 
aria  heard  only 
by  an  audience 
of  one 
intoxicated 

with  draughts  of  visionless  song 
postponing  acknowledgement  that  your 
strong  gusts  and  loud  notes 
herald 

tomorrow's  storm. 


Edward  F.  Clough 


24 


Naked  on  the  sands 
Of  a desert 
No  trophs 
No  place  to  go 

Could  be  seen  by  all 
But  by  no  one 
Alone 

Standing  on  the  hot  sand 

Feet  are  sweeting 
But  the  head  is  cool 
No  one  but  the  self 
To  rule 

Rest  with  ease 
The  desert's  like 
A tranquil  sea 
But  not  as  cold 

Fetch  a camel 
To  take  you  back 
To  where  it  was  at 
But  it 's  not  anymore 

The  desert 
Alone 
Resting 
Not  moving 


Barry  Owen 


APRIL  10.  1973 


Hey  Pablo  I They  say  ynu  are  dead! 
The  news-paper  headlines  say  it. 
The  television  reporter 
In  a tone  of  unctious  piety 
Reserved  for  great  events 
Like  DEATH,  said  it! 

They  say  you  died  in  your  bed. 

Now  that's  what  I call  a surprise! 

I expected  you  to  die  with 

Your  boots  on.  Maybe  you  did  too? 

Ah,  well  Pablo,  ninety  and  one 
Is  nothing  to  sneeze  at  and  as 
The  saying  goes,  MSo  long, Pablo, 
I'll  see  you  in  Hell!" 


Theresa  Hahn 
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Unbalanced  Sheet 


Our  statement  doesn't  balance 
You  want  too  much  of  loving 
and  expenditure. 

Your  fat  round  zeros 
and  hoarding  of  profits 
preclude  our  doing  business 
anymore — 

I'm  bankrupt. 


Helen  Allen 
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JULIET. 

bird  fly 
lady  cry 

I'm  leaving  now- 
can'  t say  good-bye. 
from  the  parapet- 
sing Juliet- 

foe  I am  lost  in  the  sound 
of  my  gun. 
bird  to  wing- 
lady  sing. 

bring  my  son  to  my  side. 

lay  him  down  on  bloodied  ground, 

so  we  may  say- 

good-bye  . 


Bruce  W.  Warner 
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The  Song  of  Farewell 


I did  not  want  to  tell  you 

that  a button  of  your  dress  was  not 

f as  tened 

I hoped  that  I might  see 
pink  flesh 
when  you  sighed 

I knew 
you 

were  tired. 

Fingers  on  the  zither's  strings  swam 
through  swelling  tears 
so  deep 

you  knew 
I 

was  tired 


Edward  F.  Clough 


"Looking  Back" 


Although 
than  the 


our  meeting  meant  more 

to 


time 


of  our  parting 

I said  too 
you? 

made  me  more  masculine. 


me 


Spinoza  wrote(did  he  breathe  it,  too?) 

Emotion,  which  is  suffering,  ceases  to  be  suffering  as  soon  as 
we  form  a clear  and  precise  picture  of  it. 


A MAN?  No 
you 

said  with  such 
worldly  wisdom  why 
I 


was  such  a 
pi tiful ! 


person 
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Too  many  people 
Spend  too  much  time 
Waiting 

Waiting  tofgo  to  Kindergarten 

Waiting  to  get  into  first  grade 

Waiting  to  get  into  junior  high 

Waiting  to  get  into  high  school 

Waiting  to  get  into  college 

Waiting  to  get  a job 

Waiting  to  get  a promotion 

By  the  time  that  most  people  stop  waiting 

And  start  doing 

They're  sixty-five 

And  have  missed  their  lives* 

(Even  though  they  were  always  waiting  for  them) 

And  you're  waiting  too 
waiting 

waiting  for  your  eyes  to  finish 
This  writing  which  could  have  been  summed  up 
And  written  in  one  sentence 
Which  included  at  least  one  important 
word  — 

waiting 


Mike  McCormick 
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W.w.  II,  all  fizzled  out 
but  for  a few 

enemy  stragglers  (who  couldn't  get  out  fast  enough); 

When  entering  true  to  form 

with  a bang  fanfare,  blaring  drums  (TA-DA) 

"We  are  here" 

proclaimed  Americans  to  the  rescue 
while  visions  of  Captain  Marvell 
danced  in  their  heads. 

late  liberators 

Bestowing  grace  upon  the  natives 
in  the  form  of 

chocolate  bars,  chewing  gum  and  sacred  cigaretts 

Enhancing  french  culture 

with  their  superior  knowledge  of 

baseball . 

Introducing  taste  treats. 

"nothing  like  a little  catsup  to  pick  up  the  old  souffle" 
Preaching  the  gospel  of  old  glory. 

"land  of  oppertunity-kingdom  of  the  common  man" 

(ah-mais  oui I ! ! — emphatic  french  agreement  on  that  point) 
but  american  cousins  missed  the  point 
How  to  interpret  a grunt — How  to  translate  a shrug 

(Mon  Dieu) 

Ignorance  saved  some  days 
for  blunt  boys 

a spade's  a spade  no  shading 
inklings  of  other  sensibilities 
roll  right  off 

"and  what  do  you  expect  from  thick  foreigners?" 

Home-spun  logic,  armorment 
made  in  the  land  of  cowboys  and  indians 
crested  by  a map  of  Right  and  Wrong 
(for  speedy  referance) 

protection  of  a collective  conscience, 
kept  those  boys  safe 

Liberte ' 

of  their  rules  made 

Paree  fair  ground  for  feasting 

pleasure;  happy  soldairs 

laughing  men  of  conviction  and  catsup 

safe  from  anything  un-american 

like  alien  ingratitude 

and  snail  eaters 

And  one  of  these 

our  hero  groom  G.I.  Igor  Skinhead 
epitomic  son  of  mother  land 

and  mother  rabbit  (of  the  nine  depression  brats) 
six  feet  high  and  full  of  apple  pie 
hands  like  ham,  brain  like  a pea; 
an  american  in  Paris. 


A civil  ceramony;  love  story  culminating 
as  it  lived,  consistant  image 
great  shades  of  a classic  40' s movie 
(like  "Overthere") 

and  the  unforgetable  "Inky-  Pinky  Parlez-Vouz" 
irresistable  war-love  epic  played 
one  more  time 

with  feeling,  after  feeling 

gets  appealing  and  the  caissons  go  rolling  along 
to  find  true  love. 

Remember  how  it  goes 
jovial  good-natured  tough  guy 
friendly,  unassuming  as  a puppy 
(doesn't  put  on  airs) 

courteously  naive  as  a blushing  Gary  Cooper 

just  a big  boy  scout,  with  a real  gun. 

one  of  heros  bred  sholesome 

in  every  way,  and  fed 

full  of  slogons  he  risks 

his  head  defending  freedom 

for  all  as  defined 

by  one  anonymus  big  brother 

"Champions  of  the  underdog-  step  right  in" 

where  angels  wouldn't  go  and  teach 

the  other  half  how  to  live. 

It's  a passion  play;  a lesson  in  morality 
What  could  be 
more  romantic  I 

And  so  it  came  to  pass 

in  cinimascope,  on  the  big  screen  of  life 
bassed  on  the  real  movie,  authentic 
from  the  stereo-typed  chaplin 
to  the  last  cliche' 

Igor  at  the  alter,  casual  and  sporty 
(lounging  like  a joke) 

every  feature  even,  plain  but  handsome 
involved  in  grinning  victory 
(He  thinks  he  won  first  prize)  at  any  rate 
not  nervous  at  the  prospects. 

Standard  stud  raring  to  go  but  confident 
dimpled  boy  turning 

up-turned  nose  profile  to  sideline  buddies 

signal  to  the  team  a blue-eyed  wink 

"Go  Igor",  to  the  bride 

Pauletta  Coletta  sweet  prize 

petite  choufleur,  demure 

delightful-pastry  puff,  fresh 

from  the  convent 

only  suitable  fare 

for  the  rigid  standards  of 

dual  virgin  cultists 

beyond  reproach  even 

of  meddling  protective  officers 

interferance  slanders  "pig",  "golddigger" 

to  an  alien  cloistered  flower 

of  the  nunnery — 
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and  her  old  french  father 

shakes  his  beretted  socialist  head 

spitting  contempt  out 

from  a dangling  cigaretted  mouth 

contempt  for 

lieutenants,  for  capitalists 

"cauchon  sal,  cauchon",  for  Pauletta,  for  Igor,  for  life 

Existentialist  to  the  last  but 

(bird  and  bees  beat)  best  laid  plans 

of  capitalist  of  communists 

mother  nature's  sap  is  thicker 

than  blood  and  pariotism 

Passion  surges  swells  (as  so  will  the  bride  belly) 

to  the  strain  of  Stars  and  Sripes  Forever 

dewey-eyed  couple  kiss  "I  do-I  do" 

a few  other  cliche's  and  fade  away 

to  leave  them  happy  ever  after 

proving  once  again 

"Amer  amnes  vinces" 


Madeline  Dinges 
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Journal  Entries 


Twentieth  Century  Fox 
could  have  been  an  Indian  name, 
gives  my  children  an  image  of 
The  Savage 

slaying  innocent  women  and  children 
produces  a fear  in  my  children 
unwarrented 

unwanted • 

We  who  attempt  sympathy  and 

solidarity 

with  the  reality 

struggle  to  dispel  the  image 


Rigid  and  pale, 

she's  oblivious  to  those 

surrounding  her 

The  crippled  with  age 

and  fear, 

mumble 

"doesn*  tshelookbeautiful" 
knowing  there  is  no  beauty 
in  death, 

grateful  it  was  she, 
not  them 


Your  father, 

always  away  on  business, 
had  two  imperative  callings i 
laying  floors 
laying  women. 

Your  mother, 

attending  to  her  business, 
bore  four  sons. 

You,  each  wrist, 
at  the  age  of  fifteen, 
bore  the  wide,  raised  scars, 
a permanent  reminder 
much  like  a birthmark 


Margaret  White 
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Strained  importance 

on  non-existing  minds 
find  my- thoughts , unable 
to  escape  from  this  in  time 


Marylou  White 
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Journal  Entries 


Madison,  Kent  State,  Cambodia.. 

fractured  in  disbelief 

our  fingers  fell,  and  wreathed 

the  neck 

of  an  empty  jar 

fratricide  is  the  alter-game 

young  initiate 

the  art  that  refutes  all 

but  the  color  red 

and  the  texture  of  sorrow 


Children  Take  Notei 

Parents  A and  B often  make  the  mistake 
Pythagoras  avoided t 

A2  + B2  / AB2 


brown 


among  these  barren  rocks  I stand 
watching  the  sand 
weep  her  children  out  to  sea 
waiting  in  the  grey,  clinging  mist 
for  a resurrected  sun  to  rise 


white 


Your  thighs  have  fallen 
unearthed 

from  dampened  soil 

cover  me  again 

that  the  winter  rust 

cannot  lie  so  smoothly  on  my  face 


Patricia  Robertson 
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The  poetry  editors  of  Parnassus  wish  to  recognize 
and  thank  every  student  who  submitted  poetry  during  the 
year  and  for  our  annual  contest.  The  quality  and  quan- 
tity of  these  submissions  has  made  our  work  exciting 
and  worthwhile.  We  ask  that  students  continue  their 
support  of  our  literary  magazine,  and  encourage  everyone 
to  continue  writing  and  sharing  his  work. 

We  feel  a sense  of  loss  in  that  we  cannot  arrange 
for  people  to  gather  together  before  the  end  of  the  year 
to  discuss  one  another's  work.  Upon  completion  of  the 
Student  Union  building,  Parnassus  will  have  a reading 
section  in  the  office.  Please  come. 


It  gives  us  great  pleasure  to  announce  the  three 
winners  of  the  poetry  contest.  Each  will  be  awarded  a 
fifty  dollar  prize: 

Jim  Byrnes,  for  "Consider"  and  "Minstrel  Man" 

Bob  Schaefer,  for  "Geese"  and  "Duck  Hunter" 

Paul  Cronin,  for  "JAZZMAN" 
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Some  Thoughts  on  The  Academy  Awards 

Presentations . by  Theresa  Hahn. 


By  the  time  you  are  reading  this  the  Academy  Awards  Program 
will  be  lost  in  the  shadows  of  your  memory.  With  a little  prodding 
you  may  remember  that  this  year  Marlon  Brando  refused  to  accept 
his  award  for  the  "Best  Actor  of  the  Year" 

Alas!  I did  not  see  this  great  event.  I was  sound  asleep. 

So  that  everything  about  that  big  moment  has  come  to  me  via  the 
newspaper,  television  and  hear-say.  The  part  of  the  program  that 
I did  see  had  something  to  do  with  the  fact  of  my  being  sound 
asleep. 

Every  year  I start  to  watch  the  program  in  the  hope  that  it 
will  be  sparkling,  bright  and  honest,  and  every  year  I give  up 
just  about  half-way  through.  The  sight  of  some  of  my  favorite 
actors  struggling  on  stage  to  idiot-read  words  from  the  tele- 
prompter plays  havoc  with  nerve-ends.  It  is  all  so  obviously 
phony,  that  I even  suspect  Charlton  Heston's  late  arrival  was  a 
piece  of  pseudo-drama.  One  happy  thought,  at  least  I did  not  have 
to  listen  to  good  old  red,  white  and  blue  Bob  Hope  spewing  his 
unfunny  garbage  about  the  stage.  Of  course  every  silver-lining 
has  a black  cloud  in  front  of  it;  Burt  Reynolds  was  there  with  his 
eyes  blued  to  his  female  partner's  bosom.  He  didn't  need  the 
teleprompter;  he  only  said  one  word,  "Powerful",  of  course  that 
had  three  syllables! 

Let  me  get  back  to  the  main  issue  here.  That  is  Mr.  Brando's 
refusal  of  his  award.  Instead  of  refuting  the  Academy's  selection 
in  the  suave  style  of  George  C.  Scott,  he  compounded  his  action 
with  the  assertion  that  he  was  doing  it  for  the  Indian;  that  the 
movie  industry  had  caricaturized  the  image  of  the  Indian  on  the 
screen! 

Now  I will  not  argue  that  this  was  not  true  in  the  past,  as 
for  instance,  when  I was  younger — the  Indians  were  always  the 
bad  guys  and  the  white  men  were  always  the  good  guys.  I remember 
seeing  General  Custer,  starring  Errol  Flynn  and  Olivia  De  Haviland, 
and  it  was  pretty  obvious  from  this  picture  that  the  Indian  was 

depraved  and  the  white  man  civilized but  that  was  some 

time  ago.  Since  the  arrival  of  books  such  as:  Bury  My  Heart  at 
Wounded  Knee  by  Dee  Brown  and  the  reprinting  of  Black  Elk  Speaks 
by  John  G.  Neihardt,  coupled  with  the  appearance  of  Buffy  St. 

Marie  and  Vine  Deloria  on  the  late-night  talk  shows,  the  screen 
image  of  the  Indian  has  changed.  The  scenes  of  carnage  in 
Little  Big  Man,  in  which  white  soldiers  massacre  an  Indian  village 
leaves  no  doubt  so  to  the  shift  in  emphasis.  Now  I am  not  saying 
that  the  movie  industry  did  this  all  on  their  own,  because  they 
didn't!  The  young  people  and  dedicated  adult  people  helped 
bring  this  about.  The  movie  industry  moguls  are  smart;  they 
know  what  side  of  their  bread  to  butter.  They  are  not  going  to 
make  films  that  might  be  boycotted. 
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So,  Mr.  Brando,  I accuse  you  of  not  only  being  shifty  in 
your  reasoning  but  also  being  too  little  and  too  late  to  be  of 
any  real  help  to  the  Indian.  When  I compare  you  with  George  C. 
Scott  you  come  out  the  loser.  Mr.  Scott  thumbed  his  nose  at 
the  Academy  and  told  them  what  they  could  do  with  their  award 
in  no  uncertain  terms.  Bravo  for  Mr.  Scott! 

Perhaps  next  year  some  one  else  will  refuse  their  award  and 
the  Academy  will  fade  into  obscurity.  As  far  as  I am  concerned 
it  will  be  a good  thing. 
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A Stupid  Story 

His  house  was  the  sixth  one  or  the  third  one  (depending  on 
where  you  start)  on  Rouais  Way.  The  buildings,  dingy  "development" 
apartments,  were  put  up  by  the  WPA  during  the  thirties.  Originally 
intended  for  veterans,  they  had  been  bought  by  a realtor  and  were 
now  rented  out.  Each  building  on  the  street  (the  east  side  was 
the  same  as  the  west)  had  two  apartments,  one  in  front  and  one 
in  back.  Peter  lived  in  a less  expensive  front  apartment,  while 
some  religious  fellow  lived  in  the  higher-priced  back  one. 

Usually,  Peter  was  one  of  the  last  ones  on  the  street  to  get 
up,  but  today  was  different,  in  fact,  he  was  the  first  one  to  come 
out  and  instead  of  going  anywhere,  he  decided  to  just  sit  on  the 
stoop  and  watch  the  day  form.  Already  the  sound  of  radios  and 
televisions  was  coming  out  of  open  windows  and  he  could  smell  break- 
fasts. The  trash  can  in  front  of  the  house  had  a newspaper  in  it 
which  Peter  picked  out  and  read.  In  the  middle  of  an  interesting 
murder  story,  he  got  a cold  feeling  of  having  read  it  before.  He 
couldn't  predict  what  he  was  about  to  read,  but  while  he  read,  all 
the  lines  and  all  his  thoughts  about  them  seemed  familiar  or 
"right."  For  a second  he  thought  he  was  about  to  go  crazy  or  die, 
and  then  it  stopped.  He  knew  he'd  never  seen  that  paper  before,  but 
even  if  he  had,  how  could  he  explain  his  thoughts  being  familiar? 

He  had  heard  that  some  scientists  said  that  that  sort  of  thing  was 
caused  by  a sort  of  time  lag  between  seeing  and  comprehending,  but 
that  wasn't  much  of  a . . . 

At  that  point,  a door  opened  across  the  street,  one  house  down 
from  his.  A woman  of  the  usual  age  came  out  and  sat  down  to  enjoy 
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the  morning.  A few  clouds  naa  formed  since  Peter  came  out,  but 
it  was  still  nice  weather.  She  waved  over  to  him,  but  he  just 
shrugged  and  turned  around,  wondering  when  someone  from  his  side 
would  come  out. 

A bug  was  walking  along  near  Peter  and  he  began  fiddling 
with  it.  It  was  some  sort  of  Japanese  thing  with  green-black  wings 
that  felt  oily.  Peter  put  his  finger  in  front  of  it  and  it  crawled 
up  on  him.  Seeing  one  of  those  big  black  city  ants,  gave  him  an 
idea.  He  decided  to  immobilize  the  bug  and  give  it  to  the  ant 
for  breakfast.  A few  legs  were  pulled  off  of  the  slippery  char- 
acter and  it  was  put  down  right  in  front  of  the  ant.  At  first, 
the  ant  paniced,  running  back  and  forth  and  twiching  its  antennae 
and  all,  until  at  last,  either  tired  out  or  getting  the  idea  that 
he  was  alone  wi'th  a great  deal  of  food,  he  approached  the  bug.  A 
couple  of  frontal  thrusts  of  the  jaws  proved  inadequate,  so  the 
ant  snuck* around  to  the  back  and  grabbed  the  bug  there.  As  he 
held  on  to  the  bug's  rea:c,  he  must  have  sent  out  some  sort  of 
message  because  there  were  now  four  ants,  all  tugging  and  pulling 
^t  th®  bug  from  different  angles.  Green  blood  oozed  out  of  the  bug 
and  he  slowed,  then  stopped  twitching  around.  The  ants  pulled  off 
its  head  and  dragged  the  offal  off.  Feeling  quite  satisfied  by 
their  work,  Pe'ter  wondered  if  the  ants  had  a newspaper  which  would 
print,  tfie  story  exactly  as  it  hadn't  happened,  to  the  delight  of 
those  involved. 

The  battle  over,  and  there  being  no  sign  of  activity  in  sight 
except  for  the  woman  across  the  street,  Peter  laid  back  in  the  sun 
to  catch  as  much  of  its  warmth  as  possible.  He  fell  asleep  and 
woke  up  three  or  four  times  in  the  next  fifteen  minutes  finally 
being  startled  awake  from  the  noise  next  door.  To  the  right  of 
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Peter  (facing  the  street)  lived  Pfeiffer  who  was  evidently  getting 
ready  to  come  out. 

Something  about  this  didn't  seem  right  to  Peter.  He  knew  the 
man  somewhat,  having  exchanged  favors  with  him  in  the  past,  but  he 
didn't  want  him  coming  out  now.  It  was  too  early,  too  uncalled 
for.  It  might  be  all  right  if  Pfeiffer  just  came  out  on  the  porch 
to  talk,  it  might  even  be  pleasant,  although  the  clouds  were  getting 
a bit  thicker.  It  wouldn't  be  like  that,  though.  Just  from  the 
noise  he  was  making,  Peter  could  tell  that. 

As  expected,  Pfeiffer  came  roaring* out  of  this  house  into  the 
street  and  stopped  there,  realizing  what  he  had  done.  He  turned 
to  Peter  and  knew  that  Peter  realized  also.  Pfeiffer  had  been 
wrong.  He  had  acted  stupid  and  mindlessly.  Now  the  damage  was. 

Any  meaning  which  had  existed  to  make  the  morning  different  had 
dissolved . 

Why  had  this  occurred?  What  had  made  them  see  meaninglessness 
in  this  morning  rather  than  another?  Perhaps  it  was  the  shape  of 
a cloud,  the  woman  laughing  across  the  street.  Whatever  it  was, 
they  knew  it  was  real,  and  they  slowly  turned  and  went  back  into 
their  apartments,  back  to  sleep. 

5/3/73 

'James  C.  Gallagher 
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The  Adventures  of  Snow  White 


Once  upon  a time,  in  a small  New  England  town,  lived  a 
young  woman  by  the  name  of  Anne  Snow  and  a man  called  Bob 
White.  Anne  was  a beautiful  woman  and  Bob  was  a man  much 
pursued  by  all  the  eligible  young  ladies  of  the  town.  Every- 
one was  quick  to  agree  that  Anne  and  Bob  made  a "perfect 
couple",  and  no  one  was  at  all  surprised  when  they  married. 

A year  or  so  passed,  at  which  time  Anne  presented  her 
husband  with  a beautiful  baby  girl.  The  baby  was  given  the 
name  of  Snow  White,  a clever  idea,  indeed.  The  Whites  were 
a happy  family,  and  lived  through  many  years  of  contentment. 

At  the  age  of  sixteen  though,  Snow  White  became  somewhat  of 
a problem  for  her  parents.  Realizing  her  beauty,  she  had 
grown  to  be  a very  vain  girl.  No  boy  was  "good  enough"  for 
her,  including  Jack  Prince — a boy  she  had  grown  up  with  and 
who  was  deeply  in  love  with  her.  Snow  White  never  ceased  to 
boast  about  being  able  to  have  any  man  she  chose.  She  con- 
stantly humiliated  Jack,  whose  love  nevertheless  remained 
firm.  Snow  White's  parents  became  increasingly  worried  about 
their  daughter,  but  because  of  their  love  for  her,  often  over- 
looked her  faults. 

Another  year  came  to  pass  and  tragedy  befell  the  family. 

Bob  White  was  killed  in  an  auto  accident.  Ms.  White  was  over- 
come with  sorrow  and  became  somewhat  of  a recluse.  Snow  White 
did  little  to  console  her  mother  during  this  time,  being  too 
busy  making  new  conquests. 

Fortunately  for  Ms.  White,  she  was  eventually  to  meet 
another  man  and  to  remarry.  Snow  White  was  very  impressed 
with  her  handsome  new  step-father.  Playful  flirting  soon  turned 
to  more  serious  matters.  Snow  White  shamelessly  flaunted 
herself  before  him  and  did  not  fail  to  realize  her  goal.  An 
affair  ensued,  which  lasted  only  a few  short  months  before  her 
stepfather's  guilt  became  unbearable  for  him,  and  he  confessed 
the  entire  sordid  tale  to  his  wife.  Ms.  White  was  deeply  hurt 
and,  in  a "fit  of  anger",  banished  her  daughter  from  her  home. 

Snow  White  travelled  from  town  to  town,  enjoying  herself 
fully  and  never  giving  her  future  a second  thought.  Her  beauty, 
as  usual,  was  a great  asset,  and  men  were  more  than  willing  to 
pay  for  her  dinners  and  provide  for  suitable  shelter. 

Snow  White  continued  her  travelling  for  some  three  months, 
at  which  she  found  herself  becoming  bored  with  her  nomadic  way 
of  life.  Men  were  all  the  same,  none  offering  any  lasting 
pleasure.  Seeking  new  thrills,  she  arrived  at  a city  in 
California/  widely  known  as  a hangout  for  wandering  youths. 
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Walking  about  the  streets.  Snow  White  was  befriended  by  a boy 
who  called  himself  "Doc".  He  invited  her  to  accompany  him  to 
his  home,  a ramshackle  house  situated  in  a desolate  area  of 
the  city.  He  shared  this  abode  with  six  other  boys,  all  very 
similar  to  himself.  The  truth  was,  they  had  even  nicknamed 
themselves  "The  Seven  Dwarfs".  How  they  came  upon  this  name. 
Doc  failed  to  explain.  Snow  White  was  quite  impressed  with 
the  boys,  especially  the  way  in  which  they  lived.  None  of 
them  held  jobs,  preferring  to  panhandle  when  they  lacked  funds, 
and  all  were  deeply  involved  in  using  various  drugs.  It  did 
not  take  the  Dwarfs  very  long  to  persuade  Snow  White  to  move 
in  with  them.  Unfortunately,  she  was  soon  to  discover  that 
her  share  of  the  upkeep  of  the  house  would  be  taken  out  in 
granting  the  boys  various  favors.  These  favors  ranged  from 
the  ridiculous  to  the  perverse.  When  Snow  White  mentioned  to 
the  Dwarfs  that  she  thought  it  was  time  for  her  to  move  on, 
they  quickly  explained  that  she  would  not  leave  until  they  were 
ready  to  allow  her  to  do  so. 

At  about  this  time,  Show  White's  mother  began  to  regret 
her  harsh  actions.  She  missed  her  daughter  and  so  called  upon 
Jack  Prince  to  assist  in  finding  her  and  bringing  her  home. 

Jack  set  out  on  this  mission  wholeheartedly,  but  found  it  no 
simple  task.  Only  his  love  for  Snow  White  kept  him  going  when 
he  was  ready  to  admit  defeat.  A year  passed,  and  still  Jack 
had  not  met  with  any  success.  Arriving  in  the  same  city  in 
which  the  "Seven  Dwarfs"  resided,  he  began  his  routine  question 
ing.  Several  people  said  they  recognized  the  photograph  of 
Snow  White,  but  even  this  did  not  raise  Jack's  hopes  to  a very 
high  level.  For  the  past  year  people  had  given  him  leads 
which  never  amounted  to  anything.  Still,  Jack  was  determined 
to  follow  through  on  any  and  all  information.  Seeking  out  the 
house  of  the  "Seven  Dwarfs",  Jack  couldn't  believe  his  good 
fortune  in  coming  upon  the  boys  and  Snow  White,  seated  by  the 
front  door-  Resisting  an  impulse  to  rush  straight  to  his 
"long  lost  love".  Jack  decided  to  observe  the  group  for  a while 
It  did  not  take  him  long  to  realize  what  the  situation  was, 
and  he  knew  the  Dwarfs  would  never  consent  to  releasing  Show 
White.  Jack  patiently  waited  until  very  late  in  the  evening 
to  approach  the  house.  Peering  into  a window,  he  saw  that 
all  seven  of  the  boys  were  deep  in  sleep.  Because  of  their 
heavy  use  of  drugs,  the  Dwarfs  were  not  likely  to  waken  for 
some  time.  Jack  carefully  opened  the  window,  not  wishing  to 
take  any  chances,  and  crept  stealthily  across  the  room.  Making 
sure  that  he  was  still  unobserved,  he  roused  Snow  White  and 
together  they  climbed  through  the  window  to  their  freedom. 

Snow  White  was  overcome  with  momentary  gratitude  and  was 
only  too  willing  to  return  home.  It  would  be  an  easy  matter 
to  conclude  the  story  at  this  point,  leaving  Snow  White  and 
family  in  an  everlasting  life  of  happiness  and  contentment. 

But  this  was  not  to  be.  Snow  White  did  indeed  marry  Jack 
Prince,  and  for  the  first  months  of  their  marriage  all  went 
well.  The  new  bride,  however,  became  increasingly  bored  with 


40 


married  life  and  felt  the  need  for  more  exciting  diversions. 

The  obvious  solution  came  in  the  person  of  Snow  White's  step- 
father, who  was  still  very  much  attracted  to  her.  Their 
affair  was  resumed  and  the  step-father  was  rather  pleased  to 
discover  that  this  time  no  feelings  of  guilt  encumbered  him. 
Still,  one  should  not  feel  too  badly  for  Jack.  Prince  and  his 
mother-in-law.  They  were  quick  to  console  each  other,  and 
no  great  length  of  time  elapsed  before  they  were  finding 
comfort  in  each  others  arms.  How  long  these  two  affairs  lasted 
is  not  known,  but  one  might  speculate  as  to  what  use  could 
be  made  of  the  cook  and  the  butler,  if,  once  again,  Snow 
White  felt  a need  for  new  adventure. 


Sandra  Paulsen 
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A Story  for  Slatternly  Children 


Once  and  always  in  a sultry  time,  a luscious 
betterfly  finally  succumbed  to  the  very  persistent 
but  meekly  written  notes  of  a spiney  spider. 

She  met  him  one  day  for  a rendezvous.  He  in  a maudlin 
cloak  of  grey  minx.  She,  resplendent  and  coquettish, 
admired  her  choice  of  lavender  lace  which  she  spread 
enticingly  across  the  remnants  of  his  tattered  couch. 

He  seemed  reticent  to  approach  this  fluttering,  airy 
creature.  His  hands  trembled  as  he  poured  her  wine. 

She  smiled  for  effect,  merely  kissing  the  rim  of  her 
spun  silk  goblet.  Demurely  sipping  her  wine. 

A wine  as  black  as  a darkened  mirror,  reflecting  not 
even  her  half-closed  eyes.  He  withdrew  to  one  corner 
to  set  a record  playing,  quivering  slightly  as  the  lovely 
strands  began  to  sway  into  the  room.  He  listened 
and  watched  her  limbs  convulse  to  a final  crescendo 
then  removed  the  record  as  she  lay  still. 

Chewing  contentedly  he  remarked  with  bored 
peevishness,  "She's  just  like  all  the  others". 


by:  James  Byrnes 

April  24,  1973 
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DEPARTURE 


Cold.  Fierce,  wet,  icy,  biting  cold  slapped  her  in  the  face 
turning  the  bright,  rosy  hue  of  her  youthful  cheeks  into  a burning 
scarlet  glow  as  if  a bonfire  had  been  set  ablaze  inside  her.  But, 
despite  the  cold,  she  didn't  hesitate  for  even  a moment.  No  sooner 
had  she  flung  open  the  door  then  she  was  fully  outside  in  the  midst 
of  a steaming  tempest  of  blinding  snow  and  wind.  Yet  she  was 
oblivious  to  the  elements  as  she  ran,  ran  as  well  as  one  could  in 
these  conditions.  She  ran  with  a strength  far  greater  than  her 
own  youthful  strength.  She  ran  with  the  strength  and  speed  of 
fear. 

She  was  terrified.  Not  of  the  snowstorm,  though.  No,  not  of 
that  at  all.  He  was  in  that  cabin.  She  was  sure  of  it.  He  was  in 
there  just  waiting,  waiting...  "My  GodI"  she  screamed  as  she  stopped 
to  lean  on  a tree  some  hundred  yards  away  from  the  cabin.  "What 
is  he  waiting  for?" 

Suddenly,  her  cry  was  interrupted  by  a long,  weary  moan  from 
the  cabin  as  if  to  complain  of  the  great  weight  of  all  the  snow 
being  piled  upon  it.  And,  then,  just  as  suddenly,  the  cabin  gave 
out  a shriek  of  resignation  to  its  doom  as  its  beams  and  timbers 
gave  way  under  their  monstrous,  snowy  burden.  And  where  once  had 
stood  a fine  old  cabin  there  now  lay  nothing  but  a snowy  heap  of 
cracked  and  broken  timbers. 

"Sweet  Jesus!"  was  all  she  could  mutter  as  she  turned  from  the 
sight  of  her  demolished  cabin  only  to  see  a sight  infinitely  more 
horrifying.  He  was  standing  right  behind  her. 

"You?"  she  shrieked.  "How  can  you  be  there?  You're  dead". 
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"If  that's  what  you  wish  to  call  it,  I am  quite  dead."  he 
assured  her.  "Have  been  for  some  three  or  four  months  now.  I've 
really  gotten  quite  used  to  it  you  know." 

"B-but  how?  Why?"  she  stammered. 

"You  really  shouldn't  have  left  the  cabin,  you  know."  he  said, 
oblivious  to  her  questions  "I've  been  waiting  quite  a while  for 
this.  The  boys  upstairs  aren't  going  to  like  this  at  all,"  he  went 
on,  "Yes,  they'll  be  quite  upset.  You  were  supposed  to  die  in  that 
cabin,  you  know." 

At  this  point  it  became  too  much  for  her  to  take  and  she  fainted, 
sinking  to  a seated  position  at  the  base  of  the  tree  she  had  been 
leaning  on. 

"Really!"  he  muttered  in  disgust,  not  at  all  surprised  by  this, 

"I  should  have  thought  they  could  be  more  original  than  that!" 

The  two  forest  rangers  were  walking  through  the  freshly  snow- 
laden woods  when  they  spotted  the  remains  of  a cabin  off  to  the  side 
of  their  path. 

"Better  go  have  a look-see."  remarked  one  of  them  and  the  pair 
began  to  walk  in  the  direction  of  the  ruined  cabin. 

Just  then,  one  of  them  spotted  something  over  at  a nearby  tree. 

"Hey,  Charlie!"  he  shouted,  "Over  here!"  and  they  rushed  over 
to  see  what  was  there. 

"Hell  of  a way  to  die,  freezing."  shuddered  Charlie  as  the  two 
companions  stood  gazing  at  her  frozen  body. 

"They  say  its  not  as  bad  as  all  that,"  remarked  the  other,  "Not 
as  bad  as  being  crushed  to  death  by  a collapsing  cabin  anyway." 

His  companion  merely  nodded  his  assent  as  they  placed  her  icy 
form  on  a stretcher  and  carried  her  away. 
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"You're  quite  right!"  she  said. 

"How's  that?"  he  asked. 

"It's  not  bad  at  all,  once  you  get  used  to  it." 

by  Michael  J.  Reardon 


The  staff  would  like  to  thank  all  those  who  submitted  material 
in  the  areas  of  fiction,  essays,  photography,  and  pictorial  arts. 
Because  of  the  greater  length  of  fiction  entries  we  have  not  been 
able  to  publish  all  those  stories  which  we  would  otherwise  want 
to.  Because  of  the  kind  of  printing  we  do  we  are  also  unable  to 
publish  photography  and  pictorial  arts  submissions.  As  in  all 
contests  of  this  nature,  it  was  very  difficult  to  make  decisions 
as  to  the  winners. 

The  winners  are: 

James  C.  Gallagher  in  fiction,  for  A Stupid  Story. 

Phil  Curry  in  essays,  for  an  essay  on  All  in  the  Family 

(published  previously). 

Patrick  Cronin  in  pictorial  arts,  for  a series  of  block  prints. 

Thomas  Belkakis  in  photography,  for  Untitled. 


Marilyn  Monroe 
i see  you  on  the 
cover  of  Newsweek 

(Oct.  16,  1972) 
with  a blue  banner  entitled; 
"Yearning  for  the  fifties" 
slapped  across  the  corner, 
you  Marilyn  on  the  cover 
a symbol  of  a decade, 
i’ve  seen  most  of  your 
movies  secondhand  on  T.V. 
i can  remember  trying 
as  hard  as  i could  to 
see  your  nipples 
through  your  just -opaque-enough 
dresses,  blouses,  and  towels. 
Marilyn  maybe  you’re  a symbol 
of  the  fifties  because 
like  your  tits  everything 
was  swelling 
underneath. 

ready  to  emerge  and  explode 
in  a latter  decade . . . 


Patrick  Cronin 


